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The G-2, a harassed-looking major of impressive physique, arrived at our Nissen hut that afternoon at three o'clock and sat on a bed. We—that is reporters, conducting officers, photographers, censors and Major Roy Oliver—gathered round the bedside to catch his golden words.
He began by saying abruptly, " What is it that you want to know?" There was a gloomy but pregnant silence. Then Oliver turned to me and said, "You had some questions, I believe, Gander, hadn't you?" Becoming thus the unwilling spokesman, I repeated that I, personally, would like to know exactly where my particular glider was intended to land in relation to Divisional headquarters. I said "intended" bearing in mind a cheerful parting phrase of General Bols, who, as we took leave, had said, "If everything goes according to plan—and of course it won't, it never does—then we're in for a lovely party."
The Major heard my question with incredulity and looked more concerned than ever. "Haven't you studied air photographs?" he asked. I had to confess that we had not.
"Then you'd better do so immediately," said the Major. " You must familiarise yourselves with every inch of ground. You must realise that you are going to drop right in the middle of the Huns and you will be in action immediately. This is not going to be like Arnhem where we had plenty of time to get down and to think about organising our defences. The battle will begin from the instant you touch the ground—in fact before that, because we shall be fired at in the air."
We all exchanged unhappy glances. Somebody was sent scurrying off to get air photographs, and in the meantime the G-2 continued to lecture us on being prepared for the worst. It was abundantly clear that the G-2 was not keen on having unarmed civilians mixed up with the fighting men on this operation and, candidly speaking, I think he was perfectly right. At length my own particular air pictures were produced and I stared at the strange and meaningless light and shade, the various lines that represented roads, railway tracks and hedges. The captain who had brought in the pictures then pointed to a group of farm buildingsat the camp entrance,. If the weather is unfavourable, theram into two jeeps. We then began to speed through London's traffic, heading past Marble Arch and through Bayswater, keeping up a\ ,                          The delay might run to hours.   On the other hand
